INTRODUCTION	xl
and was illustrated with his photograph and "drawing?
done under his own supervision." He described his own
burial in a state of coma after a fit of faintness caused by
a lizard slipping up his sleeve. He woke in a sepulchral
loculus, and not only overheard the Capucins conduct his
Requiem, but even his patron, the Duchess, assert that
it was a case of murder, since he had been turned out of
the Seminary, and all because he would not take the Rec-
tor's hints to give him his dressing-bag, the gift of the
Duchess to himself! Fortunately, he was able to burst
open his coffin and descend by a rope to the floor of the
Chapel, whence he was properly fetched home in the
Duchess's brougham! The whole tale was indignantly dis-
proved, but was lost sight of in the exposure of de Rouge-
mont.
A contemporary at the Scots College recasts:
"He was wont to condemn the alleged laxity of the Roman Com-
munion in the matter of truthfulness and its subdistinguishing the
lie. He himself, brought up as a strict Anglican, had all the Anglican
horror of lying, which surprised us as he was universally regarded
as about the biggest liar we had ever met. Everything about him
suggested one who dabbles. His room was a miniature museum. In
innumerable ways he said and did things both in and outside the
College, and for a time no doubt it was very interesting. But a cer-
tain savage annoyance and scorn towards Rolfe slowly grew up
among the students. When we began to hear stories from outside
the College, which indicated that his presence among us was making
us a subject for gossip and comment, the annoyance became rage
and the end was in sight. We put our ideas regarding him before the
Rector, and the Rector expelled him. He got a fortnight to look
about him, a week was added to that, three days, one day more, then
his departure! He seemed to have a keen sense of externalities of all
kinds, little or no apprehension of the inward spirit that is in most
things. He painted and photoed and wrote about the outsides of
things. He tinkered with triolets because they are a manner, a form,
nothing else. Nobody with anything to say would say it in triolets.
A critical reading of his various books would serve to show that he
had a very clear and discerning eye for outside values and super-
ficialities and little else. Forms,^ manners, colours, sounds, shapes,
and beyond a region of vague uninteresting shadows a sort of spirit-
ual and intellectual myopia. There you have the key to all Rolf e^ In
his tenacious desire for the priesthood was nothing sinister, nothing

